FOOTSLOCCER

Napier, Jud:/m, who haw assumed positions of importance
in the administration or agricultural direction of their own
country, and compare these with the unhappy lads of the
mining districts which I know. I, at least, am ashamed that
though the taxpayers5 money is poured out upon education,
oxir legislators are so short-sighted that they will not spend the
little money which alone can produce a physical vehicle capable
of assimilating the education provided. The Boy Scout Move-
ment exists on charitable contributions mostly raised from penny
concerts ; and the Cadets in the year of grace, 1930, have been
deprived of the Government grant which made their survival
possible. So while two million persons idle, in receipt of the
State grant known as " the dole," their children and hundreds
of thousands of others grow into citizenship without any sense
of form, of order, with an ill understanding of good companion-
ship, with little appreciation of their own countryside, and
without any conception of a citizen's duty. No doubt the
degradation of British citizenship is satisfying to the international
renegades who seek to debase our own country to the level of the
peoples of Kastern Europe.

During early July, I took out the senior cadets from Buluwayo
for camp and exercise in the Matoppo Hills, and although the
nights were bitterly cold, we went as Spartans without canvas
or blankets and slept huddled close among the rocks, while the
sentry fanned the embers of a vast fire. It was tremendously
inspiring, with these lads, English and Dutch, to " play baboon "
among the*, kopjes, and to stand on the World's View, beside the
grave of Cecil Rhodes, set on the highest hill, and gasse across
the vast lands of his Africa, Below us were laid out the rich farms
of Matabeleland, waving mealies, citrus groves, orchards, and
tobacco fields, and far in the distance the hinterland of virgin
forest and field awaiting the pioneer's axe and the plough of the
farmer-
Following that camp of glorious memory I returned to Salisbury
to produce at the Grand Theatre the Musical Mummers, a variety
show which we had been rehearsing for some months. I was
responsible for the scenery and effects and for the posters also.
The principal adornment of our troop was Wilfred Bussy, who
later with his brothers attained to a position of eminence in Fleet
Street. My own role was that of Narrateur, and for three days
I assisted in moving the citi'/cug of Salisbury to tears and to
laughter*